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Five Times Larry Drove Sal Home (And One Time Sal Drove 
Larry) 


by LovelnEMinor (StaringAtTheTwinSuns) 


Summary 


Sal's not *too* upset that all of his friends are taking driver's ed without him. After all, he's 
got Larry as his designated chauffeur. But a lot of teenage memories happen in cars--the 
good, the bad, and the impossibly awful. 


Notes 


So, I'm about a decade behind the times with my first ever 5+1 fic but... the idea came to 
me, so here goes. This is also my first Sally Face fic but I love these boys. 


A few notes: 


- This will have eventual Henry/Lisa, but Sal and Larry get together first. They're not blood 
relatives and didn't grow up as brothers so it doesn't remotely feel like an incest ship to me, 
but if that still bothers you you might not want to read. 

- Tags have now been updated for ALL chapters! Although none of the archive warnings 
apply, there is some potentially triggering stuff here, so please take care of your own 
mental health and only read fics that you're in a good place to handle right now! <3 


Thank you and enjoy! 


First Time's a Charm 


“Tt’s official, dude! I am ready to hit the road!” 
“Hit the road?” 


Whatever Larry was waving in front of Sal’s face, it was moving to fast for him to see it. Sal 
looked up from his math homework with a question that he could only hope reached his eyes. 


“Got my learner’s permit, man. And just in time. First time I’ ve ever been excited about a class at 
school.” 


“Oh.” Sal looked back down at his Spanish homework, hating himself for the little bitter tinge he 
heard in his voice. 


Why shouldn’t Larry be excited about driving, after all? That was a normal, teenage, human thing. 
“You got yours, right? Can I see it? Man, I swear I was sober but I look so stoned.” 


He tossed the little card on the table in front of Sal, and despite the pang in his chest, Sal smiled. 
Larry did look stoned. 


“Tt’s not like anyone ever looks good in those.” 
“So where’s yours, dude? Can I see?” 


Sal took a deep breath, like his therapist had taught him, and let it out as slow as he could. It was 
just Larry being Larry. He didn’t want to resent his best friend. But it was sort of frustrating how 
one of the coolest things about hanging out with Larry could also be one of the most infuriating. He 
really didn’t seem to remember his best friend was a hideous freak. 


“T actually thought I’d take Latin as my elective.” There, that sounded casual. And it was the same 
thing he’d told the school, so his story was straight. 


“Latin?” Larry screwed his face into a question. “But we’re already taking Spanish, dude.” 
“J—I know. I just... thought it would help with the ghost hunting.” 

Not that any of the ghosts they’d met had spoken a word of Latin so far. 

“Huh. Okay. Maybe your dad can teach you.” 

“Larry?” Sal put down his pencil. 


His dad hadn’t even offered. And even though he would’ ve turned it down, the thought brought a 
lump to his chest and something prickly to his eye. 


“You okay, Sally Face?” 


The nickname, at least coming from Larry, would normally have made Sal smile. But today it 
threatened to turn the prickle to a tear. 


“T, uh... I don’t think I can drive, Larry.” 


“Oh.” Larry sat on the edge of Sal’s bed, and Sal could practically hear him thinking. Larry was 
smart, when it came to hunting ghosts and getting into and out of trouble. But with some things you 
really had to whack him over the head. 


He looked at the empty glass on top of Sal’s dresser. “You mean, like, because of your eye?” 
“Yeah.” 


That wasn’t entirely true. The driver’s ed teacher had even told him so directly, that he could take 
the class with everyone else as long he took a test that proved he had enough peripheral vision. 


The problem was, at least with his prosthetic, Sal’s peripheral vision was shit. 
He still thought he might take the test, though. If he failed, he failed, and that was that. 


It had actually been Ash’s shitty learner’s permit picture that had indirectly convinced him to give 
up. Sal had almost forgotten about the whole photo thing. But as soon as he’d been reminded, he’d 
ripped the page with the DMV’s number on it out of the phone book, and walked to a run-down 
convenience store that had a rusty old phone booth outside. It probably wasn’t, like, soundproof or 
anything, but it was better than doing it in the apartment. 


And he’d screwed up all the courage he’d had to be vulnerable to some bored-sounding DMV lady, 
who had told him, in no uncertain terms, that if he wanted to take a driver’s license photo, his 
prosthetic face would have to come off. 


So. Let Larry blame his peripheral vision. Sal was never getting his license, either way. 


“Tt’s cool, man.” Larry wrapped an arm around Sal’s shoulders and brandished his learner’s permit 
like it was a sword. “I officially offer up myself as your official chauffeur. Sally Face?” 


He got down on one knee, like he was about to propose. 

Fucking Larry. 

If only he knew how much that hurt for a completely different reason. 

“Sally Face, my best bud in the universe. Will you be my ride or die?” 

“Yes, Larry Face. [’ll be your ride or die.” 

That should have felt good, but somehow it didn’t. 

Sal waited in the car with Lisa while Larry took his test. It wasn’t that he was jealous or anything. 


There just wasn’t much reason to give up the comfort of Lisa’s station wagon for a cold, hard 
DMV chair. 


“T’m sure he’ll be out any minute now,” Lisa said, in what was probably her twentieth attempt to 
start some kind of conversation with Sal. 


But Sal just nodded, and hugged the gift bag he’d bought at the mall a little closer to his chest. 
If it felt this bad, to have Larry leave him a little in this way, how would it feel when... 


“Larry!” 


Beside him, Lisa started to wave, and Sal looked up, smiling in spite of himself. 
“He did it. He did it, right?” 
The smile on Lisa's face was as wide as Larry's. “I think he did.” 


“Told you I’d do it.” Larry opened the driver’s side door and waved his mother out in a grand 
gesture. “Get thee to the back seat, fair maiden. I promised Sally Face I’d drive him home.” 


Laughing, Sal held out the gift bag. “Congratulations, Larry.” 

“What, for me?” 

“Open it.” 

Lisa waved. “I'll see you at home, boys.” 

“You’re not gonna ride with us?” Larry asked. 

“T’ll take the bus. ’m sure you’ve got more to talk about with each other than me.” 
“Come on, Larry,” Sal urged. “Open it.” 


“A Sanity’s Fall keychain!” Larry’s eyes lit up, and then all of a sudden his arms were around Sal, 
Sal’s face buried in his chest across the station wagon’s front bench seat. And he smelled like 
shampoo and pot and Larry. 


I’m not gonna cry. I’m not gonna cry. 
And he didn’t. 


But in his dreams that night, Larry and the station wagon peeled off into the distance. And Sal ran 
and ran and ran and ran, until the taillights shrank to pinpoints, and the sound of the engine faded 
into the night. 


Didn't Think You'd Want To 


Chapter Notes 


FYI, the bologna is just bologna. XD 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“What do you say, man? Burgers after school?” 
“Huh?” 
Sal looked up from his lunch tray at his friends, who were waiting for him at their usual table. 


“Burgers,” Larry repeated. “After school. Cause I’m not sure how much of this bologna I’m gonna 
be able to keep down.” 


“Yeah, sure.” Sal smiled, but then he remembered. “Oh, wait. I can’t. Sorry. Therapy.” 


He took his usual seat between Ash and Larry, and Ash patted his arm. “Well, maybe you can join 
us after?” 


“Yeah, maybe.” But Sal didn’t really know if he’d feel like it. Sometimes therapy made him feel 
better. But especially since he’d gotten this new therapist, a lot of the times it made him feel worse. 


His dad picked him up after school, like always, and they rode to the hospital in silence. Sal wished 
Dr. Park had a normal, downtown office like his old therapist. He wished he didn’t have to come 
here. It didn’t even look very much like that hospital in Jersey. But it still reminded him too much 
of things he’d rather forget. 


“ll be right here when you get out, buddy.” Sal’s dad forced a smile. But Sal got the impression 
he’d rather not be here either. 
“So, how is school? How are things going with your friends?” 


“Tt’s fine. Everything’s fine.” That wasn’t a lie. Everything was fine. “I mean, except for the 
nightmares.” 


Dr. Park scribbled something on her legal pad and nodded. “You’ve been through a lot, Sal. 
Sometimes dreams are our way of trying to figure it all out.” 


“These dreams aren’t about the past, though. They’re about... about everyone leaving.” 
About Larry leaving. 

“Like your mother left?” 

“No. No, not like that at all.” 


Sal’s mom hadn’t left. She’d been killed. 


"Has anything happened lately that might have sparked these fears? Of being abandoned?" 
Was that what they were? Fears of being abandoned? 
“Not really.” 


But he wasn’t supposed to do that. Therapy only worked if you were honest, according to just 
about everyone. Sal took a deep breath, let it out long and slow. It made his face hot, but he wasn’t 
quite ready to let Dr. Park see him without his prosthetic. 


“T mean, Chug’s dating this girl, Maple. She’s cool. But, like, I guess he doesn’t hang out with us 
as much anymore.” 


More scribbling. 


“And Larry and Ash got their driver’s licenses. But that’s mostly been good. We go to the mall or 
the lake when Larry’s mom lets him use the car.” 


“Ts there a reason you say ‘mostly’?” 
Another deep breath. “I don’t know. Everyone’s starting to talk about college.” 


“Your father says your grades are excellent, Sal. If anything, you might be leaving some of your 
friends behind.” 


“T guess. It’s just easy to imagine a future for everyone else. I can’t really imagine one for me.” 


It was raining when he left the hospital, and of course Sal didn’t have an umbrella. 


Maybe if he waited long enough by the outpatient exit, his dad would drive up, so he wouldn’t 
have to look for the car in the rain. 


The future. 


Sal usually spent his therapy sessions talking about the past. Either that, or about his nightmares. 
He hadn’t really given the future much thought. 


Sometimes, Dr. Park had said, when someone has lived through trauma, like you have, they start to 
feel that they’re living on borrowed time. 


Was that what this was? But Sal didn’t really feel like his life was borrowed, even if sometimes he 
felt like he had to live twice as hard, for his mom. But he hadn’t wanted to go into that. Not today. 


Changing therapists was exhausting. There were too many stories that were supposed to be 
finished, that he ended up having to tell all over again. 


“All right, Dad,” Sal muttered under his breath. “Where are you?” 


All he wanted to do at this point was go home, turn off the lights, and crawl under the covers with 
Gizmo and some metal on his Walkman. 


But no matter how many times he scanned the parking lot, Sal didn’t see his dad’s car anywhere. 


Perfect , he thought. Just perfect. The perfect fucking end to the perfect day. 


Sal sank to the ground, with his head between his knees, and let his pigtails hide as much of his 
face as they could. It wasn’t like he could really blame his dad, either, for letting the world get too 
heavy sometimes. Right now, it was pretty heavy on Sal, too. 


“Hey! That you, Sally Face?” 


And then, out of nowhere, Larry’s voice made it all a little lighter. Sal looked up, turned his head 
to the right... and there he was, with his head hanging half out of the station wagon’s window, 
letting the rain paint his hair against his head. 


“That you, Larry Face?” Sal answered, and even though his prosthetic hid his pitiful attempt at a 
smile, he wasn’t able to make the joke sound very funny. “What are you doing here? 


“Picking you up, what does it look like? Sorry I’m late.” He put the station wagon in park, and 
pulled up the door lock to open the passenger door. 


“What about my dad?” 
“We ran into him at the burger joint. I told him I'd get you. You still hungry, man?” 
Sal hadn’t really thought about it, but at the mention of food, his stomach growled. 


“T’m taking that as a yes.” Larry rolled up his window and put the car back into drive. “How was 
your thing?” 


“T don’t think I want to talk about it.” 
“Okay. Cool.” 


Larry turned a knob on the stereo, and one of Sal’s favorite songs from the new Sanity’s Fall album 
roared into life, filling some of the cracks in the world. Sal turned his head so he could see out the 
passenger side window, and let whatever the lead singer was screaming about numb at least a little 
of the day. 


The burger place was only about five minutes away. Not too far to walk if you really wanted it, but 
far enough that it had only become a regular hangout of theirs since Larry learned to drive. 


“You wanna go in?” Larry parked the car and killed the music. “Or should I just get your usual?” 


“Wait.” Sal lifted his face from the window. “We’re not going to eat here? What about everybody 
else?” 


“Oh, sorry. That’s kind of why I was late. I took them home. Todd and Ashley have their tutoring 
thing, and Chug and Maple have...” 


“Each other?” 


Larry laughed. “Yeah. So it’s just you and me. If you want. And like, I know you don’t like eating 
in front of people.” 


“Good thing you’re not people, then, right?” 
“Exactly! So what'll it be?” 


Larry was back in a few minutes with a couple of paper bags that smelled so good Sal was half 
tempted to rip his open and start eating right then and there. But Larry put the bags in the back, and 


started the engine. 
“Where are we going?” 
“Tt’s a surprise!” 


“Heh.” Sal laughed, and it actually felt real. It felt good, to be alone like this with Larry. Scary, 
because he was pretty sure Larry didn’t feel the same way. But as long as he didn’t say anything, as 
long as he didn’t make Larry answer one way or the other, Sal could tell himself that maybe, just 
maybe, he did. 


It was starting to get dark when they pulled out of the parking lot, and the rain had faded to a grey 
drizzle. By the time they got to the lake, the sky had kind of skipped the sunset entirely and gone 
straight on to an early night. 


“T hope the burgers are still warm,” Sal half-joked. At this point, he probably would’ ve devoured 
the school bologna. 


“Definitely.” Larry reached into the backseat and handed him a bag, which hadn’t gotten too cold 
during the ride. “Hey... thanks for coming out here with me, dude.” 


“Larry?” Sal paused, one hand on the bottom clasp of his prosthetic. ““What’s up, man? You okay?” 
“Yeah. ’m just. Thinking about my dad a lot today.” 

“Dude, I’m sorry.” 

Larry shook his head. “It’s okay, man. Burgers make everything better, right?” 

“They better.” 


“Tell me about it.” Larry left the engine running, but turned the music down just low enough that 
Sal could start to hear himself think. Larry unwrapped his burger and took a giant bite, leaning his 
head back against the seat with a sigh. 


Sal unclipped the bottom of his mask, and broke off a piece of his own burger. He couldn’t 
remember the last time he’d just bitten into one like Larry did. 


“Good?” Larry asked through his second bite. 

“Gross. Don’t talk with your mouth full.” 

Larry laughed. “You sound like my mom.” 

T sound like my mom. 

“Sal? You okay?” 

“Yeah. Um... hey, Larry. Do you, uh, mind if I... if I take this off?” 


“Huh?” It took a second, like it sometimes did, and in that second, for some stupid reason that 
didn’t even make sense because Larry had seen him without the mask before and it had taken him 
like a minute or two to even notice, Sal was afraid he might say something awful. 


But instead, he just put his burger back in the bag, and he turned so he was looking straight at Sal. 


“Dude.” 


Sal looked down, away. Anywhere but Larry. But then Larry’s hand was on his knee, and he said it 
again. 


“ Dude. You know you don’t have to ask, right? Like, my home is your home!” He spread his 
arms, indicating the car, and Sal couldn’t help but smile. “Get comfy. Let it all hang out!” 


And then, somehow, they were both laughing. 
“Okay.” 


Sal wiped his hands on his pants, unclipped the other buckle, and wondered if there was any way 
to be casual about putting your face on the dashboard. 


Here goes. 


And if anything ever felt so good as opening your mouth as wide as it would go, and taking an 
enormous bite of the best now-slightly-lukewarm burger on the planet, at least in that particular 
moment, Sal couldn’t imagine it. 


“Thanks,” he said, when they were both done eating. His stomach and brain both felt a little fuller, 
and even though it was dark out, the world was a little brighter with more than the overhead light. 


“For the burger? Nah. It’s nothing. You’ve got me next time, right? You, uh, got something there, 
by the way.” 


No. Don’t. Larry! 


But before he could find the words to protest, Larry was reaching across the bench seat, and 
touching him. Touching his face. Or at least, where his old face used to be. 


It burned—not with pain; he could barely even feel it—but with shame and fear and something else 
Sal couldn’t even name. 


“T’m sorry,” he said. It came out half a whisper, and he reached for the mask as soon as Larry 
pulled his hand away. 


“Sal? You sure you’re okay?” 
“T... [don’t really know right now?” 
“Yeah. Same.” 


Sal should’ve put his face back on. But for some reason, he didn’t. Because the way Larry was 
looking at him was... 


“Sal.” 


No “Sally Face.” Nothing joking at all about his tone. And the way Larry was looking at him, like 
he wasn’t even seeing what Sal tried his best to avoid in the mirror... 


“Would you forgive me,” Larry asked, “if I did something really stupid?” 


“What do you—* 


And then somehow, the fabric of the universe must have ripped, and some alternate reality must 
have crashed through. Because Larry—Larry who had to be straight, right? Larry his best friend. 
Larry the only person in the world he had ever felt this way about was kissing him. It wasn’t a 
good kiss. Sal didn’t even know how to kiss, didn’t know if his mouth could do what it was 
supposed to even if he did. But it was happening somehow anyway, and... 


“What was...?” 


The words slipped out of his mouth as soon as the connection was broken, and Sal immediately 
wished he could swallow them back. 


“T’m sorry, man.” Larry looked away. “I thought... never mind.” 
“Larry?” 

“Tt was stupid. I’m just...” 

“Larry Face?” 

Larry looked up. “Sally Face?” 


And Sal didn’t know what to say, so he did the only thing he could think of. He slid across the 
bench seat, and cupped his hand around Larry’s chin. And the second kiss was definitely worse 
than the first, but it was also a thousand times better, too. 


“T didn’t think...” Sal laughed. “I didn’t think you’d ever want to.” 
“Who wouldn’t want to be with you, Sally Face? I didn’t think you’d want to.” 


“T thought you were straight.” Sal had always been pretty flexible with gender—both with his own 
and with the celebrities he said he was attracted to. But Larry had never— 


“T don’t know what I am, man. I think I just like who I like. And I like you.” 
“T like you too.” 
“Well, duh .” 


They both laughed at that, and Sal leaned his head against Larry’s shoulder. “I can put my face 
back on,” he said. “If you want.” 


“If you want,” Larry said, and held him a little tighter. “That’s all that matters, dude. You know? I 
think you look kind of metal.” 


Sal didn’t know what to say to that. From anyone other than Larry, it probably would’ ve felt worse 
than being called a freak. But when Larry said it... it felt okay. Like maybe being who he was 
wasn’t so bad after all. 


So he didn’t say anything. If Larry wanted to talk—about his dad, about whatever this was, Sal 
would listen. But if he didn’t? It was enough just to be here. Loved. Kissed. Snuggled up against 
Larry’s chest. Home. 


Chapter End Notes 


Abhh, I'd forgotten how much fun it was to write fanfic! Thank you so much for all 
the comments and kudos... they definitely inspire me to keep writing! Chapter 3 is on 
its way! 


Looking For Magic in Gymnasium Lights 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“Sal? Hey, bud. You ready?” 
“Just a minute, Dad!” 
“Larry’s here!” 


Sal swept his hair up into a messy bun and wrapped it up in a sparkly purple hair tie. He’d wanted 
to actually make it look nice, but that was kind of hard without a mirror. 


“All right!” He fastened the straps of his prosthetic, and gave the long, pink organza dress a swirl. 
Larry’ll love it! 


That’s what Ash had said, when she’d helped him pick it out. And tonight, Sal absolutely believed 
it. 


It was prom night, and Larry was his date. How could it not be perfect? 


Someone else knocked at the front door, and Sal heard his dad’s footsteps heading back into the 
living room. 


Okay. Here goes nothing . 

He opened the door. 

And found Larry—in a tux—staring back at him. 

“Whoa.” 

“Whoa yourself.” Sal smiled. “You clean up pretty nice. Who’d’ve known?” 


“T could say the same for you,” Larry said, but before either of them could say anything more, Ash 
and her boyfriend, Matt, rushed at them with Ash’s camera. 


“Say cheese!” 
“Cheese!” Larry yelled, and pulled Sal into something like a half-hug, half-headlock. 


“Perfect.” Ash snatched the photo from the camera and shook it, even though Sal had heard that 
didn’t actually make it develop faster. 


“You look nice, Ash,” Sal said. “Hey, Matt.” 
“Hey, yourself.” 


Matt wasn’t really a part of their friend group. He was a student at the community college who Ash 
had met through a summer art course. He was nice enough, and he never said anything about Sal’s 
face. But it was a little harder for Sal to be himself when Matt was around. 


The next knock at the door was Todd and Neil, and Sal’s dad snapped a photo of the six of them 


together. 


“We’re just waiting for Chug and Maple now, right?” he asked. And that’s when Sal noticed his 
father looked... different. 


His hair was combed, for one thing, and maybe even waxed, and he was wearing a shirt Sal had 
never seen before. 


“Are you going out tonight, too, Dad?” he asked, but before his dad could answer, someone 
knocked at the door again. 


“Mom?” It was Larry who opened it. And then just sort of stood there with his mouth open wide. 


Sal had never seen Lisa dressed in anything but work clothes, but tonight she was wearing a black 
dress with red flowers, and a shiny red hair clip to match. 


“You’re not, like... a chaperone, are you?” 


“Relax, Lar-bear.” She stood on her tiptoes to give him a peck on the cheek. “No, you kids have 
fun. Henry and I just thought we’d enjoy a little adult time. We could both use a break once in a 
while.” 


Sal wasn’t really sure how he felt about his dad dating, but at least it was Lisa, instead of some 
stranger. He wasn’t really sure what you were supposed to say to send your parent off on a date, 
though. Have fun? Don’t be late? Use a condom? 


Fortunately, he didn’t have to decide, because there was another knock at the door. 
“Hi, Chug,” said Lisa. “Hi, Maple. You look beautiful. When are you due?” 


“June twelfth.” She pressed her hands against the gauzy silver fabric that covered her baby bump. 
“But at this rate I wonder if I'll make it to graduation.” 


"All right, guys." Sal's dad took the camera from Ash. "Do we want one for everybody?" 
"Yes!" 


So they crowded in front of Sal's couch--Larry behind Sal, Todd and Neil beside Larry, Chug and 
Maple beside each other next to Sal, and Matt behind Ash on the other side of the photo. Sal leaned 
back into Larry's chest, and smiled. 


The gym was just the gym. Sal didn't really know why he was expecting it to be anything different. 
Sure, they'd put up streamers and there was a punch table under one of the basketball goals, but it 
definitely wasn't the magical transformation Hollywood promised. It was dark, too, which kind of 
made it hard to see, and people kept coming up to him from his blind side. 


"Sally Face! You look amazing!" 


"Thanks. You too." He'd just have to trust the prom gods on that one, though, because most of the 
time, he had no idea. 


“Hey, Larry?” 


“Yeah?” 


“You want some punch?” 
Larry wrinkled his nose. “Dude, that shit tastes like my mom’s kitchen cleaner.” 


“T don’t even want to know how you know that.” Sal laughed, and poured himself a cup instead. It 
did taste kinda... chemical-y. But it wasn’t bad. Maybe it even gave off magical prom vibes, 
because the more Sal drank, the more the thought of swaying back and forth to Mariah Carey 
started to seem not-so-bad. Maybe even romantic. 


"Hey, Larry?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You wanna dance?" 

"To this crap?" 

"Please. It's no fun just standing here in the dark." 

Larry was quiet, and for a second Sal was afraid he was going to say no. 
But then he wrapped his hand around Sal's and said, "Yeah. Okay." 


It was better on the dance floor--brighter, for one, and even if the music sucked it was nice to be 
here with Larry. 


"What do you think Henry and Lisa are doing?" Larry asked, as they tried and failed to sway to 
whatever passed for rhythm in what Sal could only assume was one of the teachers’ record 
collections. 


"I don't know. I think it's kind of sweet, though. Has Lisa ever dated, since... your dad?" 
"Nah." Larry shook his head. "I kinda thought he was it for her, you know." 


“Yeah. I didn't really think my dad would ever date again, either. But if he wants to, I’m glad it’s 
your mom.” 


"Yeah." 


The adult contemporary song faded out and was replaced by hip hop. "I got no idea how to dance 
to this," Larry said. "Do you?" 


Sal didn't really know how to do anything other than headbang, but he let Larry take him back over 
to the punch table, and let Todd pour him another cup of the unnaturally pink liquid while Larry 
headed out to the restroom. 


"Having fun?" Todd asked. 


"Yeah, I guess." He wasn't not having fun. But aside from the way Larry looked in that tux, it 
wasn't exactly the magical night he'd imagined. "You?" 


"It's okay," Todd said. "Oh, hey. There's Neil. I'll catch up with you later, okay?" 


"Yeah, okay." Sal sipped at the punch through his straw, and scanned the room. Ash and Matt 
were surprisingly good at dancing to hip hop, and Chug and Maple were nowhere to be seen. Then 
again, they'd said they might head out early. Seeing as Maple looked like she was about to pop, 


that was probably a pretty good idea. 

Speaking of nowhere to be seen, where was Larry? 
Out back smoking, maybe. 

I should go find him. 


They'd gotten their photos, had some punch and their dance. What else had Sal really been 
expecting? And now they had two parent-free apartments to choose from. 


And he guessed there were other things that were supposed to happen on prom night. 

That thought probably should've been less terrifying than it was. 

One more cup of punch then. I'll drink it slow. And if he's still not back by then, I'll go find him. 
Sal poured another ladleful of pink into his cup. 

Pink like his dress. Pink like his first second face. 


Pink like the light hitting the disco ball as another sappy ballad pulled his classmates like a wave 
onto the floor. 


Sal closed his eyes, and swayed to the music. The song was popular enough that he kind of knew it, 
even though it wasn’t the kind of thing he liked to listen to on his own. 


And he took another sip. And the world felt pinker. 

And Larry still wasn’t back. 

He didn’t really mean to speak aloud. ““There’s something wrong.” 
“Huh? What did you say?” Someone next to him shouted over the music. 
“Have you seen Larry?” 

“Huh? I can’t hear you.” 

Sal opened his eyes. And he fell. 


The world went sideways. The floor was there and then it wasn’t, and someone was standing over 
him, shouting, “No! No, don’t touch him. He’s fine! Aren’t you? Sal?” It was Ash. 


“Um...” Everything was heavy. “Where’s Larry?” 
“Dude. I’m here.” 


Someone had stopped the music, and the disco ball was spaying it’s pink starscape over normal, 
well-lit, beige gymnasium walls. 


Sal half sat up, but the world spun on its axis, and he let his head fall back on the scuffed wooden 
floor. 


“What happened?” 


“He was just standing there, drinking the punch.” 


One of the teachers sniffed the ladle. “It’s been spiked.” 


“Fuck, dude!” Larry said, and then before the teachers could comment on his language, “He’s not 
supposed to drink. He’s on, like, antidepressants or some shit.” 


“Tm fine,” Sal croaked, but his throat was dry. “Larry?” 
Larry knelt beside him. 
“T’m not gonna die, all right? I’m fine.” 


That depended on your idea of fine, Sal thought, but he was pretty sure the combination of alcohol 
and his medication wasn’t actually going to kill him in a literal sense. 


He half sat up again, but his head was a ton of bricks, and it fell back down on what he hoped was 
Larry’s lap. 


“Where were you?” 

“T was just out back, having a smoke,” Larry said. 

“But you’re my ride home.” 

“Just a cigarette. C’mere.” 

And then Larry’s arms were around him. “You gotta take better care of yourself, man.” 
““Wasn’t me that spiked the punch,” Sal muttered. 

“Think you can stand up?” 

“Yeah.” He did, but the world kinda swirled, and he wasn’t quite sure which end was up. 
“You good?” Larry said. “Hey, hold on a second, babe.” 

Babe? 


Well, that was corny. But it was also kind of sweet. And it was very sweet of Larry to re-fasten the 
bottom strap of his prosthetic, especially because Sal didn’t really think his hands could find his 
head right now if they tried. 


“You wanna go to the nurse’s office or something?” 
Sal really didn’t. “Nah. This place kind of blows.” 
“You wanna go home?” 


Sal nodded, and once Larry had convinced the teacher that no he hadn’t had any punch, and yes he 
was capable of getting Sal home safely, someone decided it was okay to dim the lights, and start 
the music up again, and let everyone else get back to their night. 


“Hey, Larry,” Sal asked, as the gym doors closed behind them, cutting short yet another sappy 
ballad. “What do you think it is? Like, what won’t he do for love?” 


Larry snorted. “Carry his boyfriend’s drunk ass back to the car. Either that or anal, I dunno.” 


Sal didn’t really fall asleep on the way home, but it sort of felt like he was half in a dream. The 
stereo was mercifully quiet, but by the time they got back to the apartments, his head was 
throbbing enough to be a whole drumline on its own. 


“T never wanted to drink,” he admitted, as he sunk onto Larry’s bed. “Dad always says it numbs the 
pain... but watching him? It seems to make it worse.” 


Lisa was still out—either that, or they’d gone upstairs to Sal’s place. Everyone else in the building 
was probably asleep. 


“Hey, you didn’t mean to.” Larry sat beside him. “I’m sorry I didn’t notice.” 
“No. I’m sorry I’m such a mess.” 


“No, you’re not. Dude, you’ ve got it more together than anyone I know. I’m the one who fucks up 
everything I touch.” 


“Larry...” 


“Like, everyone’s going off to college, and me... I don’t know where I’m going. It’s like I’m stuck. 
Like I’ve been stuck ever since my dad left.” He kicked his shoes off and fell back on the bed, 
letting his hair spread out behind him like a halo. 


Sal untied his own shoes and lined them up beside the bed, and slipped the hair tie from what was 
left of his bun to his wrist. “I don’t think you’re stuck, Larry.” He lay back on the bed, next to his 
boyfriend, and his heavy head sank into the pillow. “I think you’re just... where you need to be.” 


Larry said nothing, but just took a deep breath and rolled onto his side. 


“Can I stay here tonight?” Sal asked. Lisa had been a little weird about sleepovers, when he and 
Larry had first become a couple. But they’d eventually won her over after an especially awkward 
talk about safe sex, and the even more awkward gift box of condoms they still hadn’t used. 


“Always. You want some clothes?” 


“Yeah.” Sal didn’t really want to change out of the pink dress, but he also didn’t want it to get 
ruined. And it felt good to snuggle into one of Larry’s oversized sweatshirts, and then back into the 
bed. 


“T don’t really have it together,” he admitted, “by the way.” 
“T thought your new medication was helping.” 

“Tt does. But...” 

“But what?” 

“Nothing. I mean. It’s not nothing. It’s just hard to explain.” 
“Okay.” 

“Larry? Did you have fun tonight?” 

“Are you kidding me? Yeah.” 


“Okay.” 


But was it? 


Larry’s breathing grew slower, and his eyelids dropped shut, and Sal wiggled his arms far enough 
out of their embrace to undo his prosthetic and put it on Larry’s bedside table. It wouldn’t kill him 
to sleep with his eye in this once. If, that is, he could sleep at all. 


“Larry?” he whispered. 

“Hmm?” 

“T... ?m not going anywhere. You know that, right?” 
“Mm.” 

Fuck you, Larry . 


Sal wasn’t really mad. But it didn’t seem fair. A couple of hours ago he’d been half-passed out on 
the gym floor, and now Larry was the one who got to sleep, while Sal was suddenly wide awake 
with every thought in his throbbing head. 


Was he not making Larry happy? Was it his fault the night had kind of sucked? He should’ ve 
known that the punch tasted funny. He should’ ve known that prom wouldn’t have been Larry’s 
thing. 


But Larry asked me. 

Because he knew I wanted to go. 

But he didn’t really want to. 

Who would want to... NONONONONO. 


Sal closed his eyes, and dug his fingernails into the palm of his hand. He wasn’t going to think like 
this. It was just the alcohol, doing to him what it did to his dad. 


“Larry?” 

But Larry was snoring, even as he pulled Sal closer under the covers. 
“T love you, Larry.” 

It was half an apology, half a promise. 


Sal knew he couldn’t just unwire all that was wrong with his brain, any more than he could fix 
what was left of his face. But he wouldn’t let Larry ever feel the way he did. Wouldn’t ever let him 
feel like he was alone. 


“Mmm.” Larry’s arm tightened around him, and whether he’d remember it in the morning or not, 
he whispered into Sal’s hair: “Love you too.” 
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The Fine Line Between a Nightmare and a Dream 
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It would be different this time. Sal knew. 

He would open the door, and somehow, she’d be okay. 

“Mom?” His voice echoed down the hospital corridor. “Mom? It’s me. It’s Sally. Are you there?” 
She’s dead. She’s dead. 

No she isn’t. She can’t be. We were just... we were going to see the dog! 

“Sal? Come on, babe. I got you. Wake up.” 


No. He had to let his mother out of wherever they had her. They had her in there, just like they had 
him. And if he could only talk to her, tell her that it was him, it was her Sally, it was just that he 
had a new face now but it was him and they could go home and.... 


“Sally! Sal! Come on babe, you’re having a nightmare.” 
“No...” 
But of course, that’s all it was. 


“Fuck.” The sheets were cold with sweat, and he was breathing like he’d just run a marathon. “I’m 
sorry. I’m sorry,” he panted, trying to slow his breaths to match the calm, patient strokes of Larry’s 
hand up and down his back. 


“Don’t be sorry. You want some water?” 


“Maybe. Yeah.” Sal’s brain was still fighting to disentangle itself from the dream. “Wait. Where 
are we?” 


“Hotel?” Larry’s voice was low. Patient. “Your dad? My mom? Wedding?” 

“Yeah.” 

Damn. That wasn’t really the kind of thing you were supposed to forget. 

“You okay here for a minute?” 

Sal nodded, and Larry got out of bed and flipped on the lights. The clock by the bed read 2:41 am. 


The yellow dress he’d worn to Dad and Lisa’s wedding was thrown over the back of one of the 
armchairs by the window, with Larry’s shirt and pants in a pile on the seat. It had been the perfect 
day—a small ceremony on the beach, with just a handful of their closest friends. Dad and Lisa 
were going to stay in the hotel for another week, for their honeymoon, but Sal and Larry had class 
and work to get back to, so they’d made the most of their one night, before they had to head back to 
Nockfell that morning. 


It had been perfect. And tomorrow—today—was supposed to be perfect. 


Until I had to ruin it. 
Sal buried his face in his hands. 
Why am I like this? Why can’t I be happy for one perfect weekend? 


“Water?” Larry sat at the foot of bed, on Sal’s side, and handed him one of the glasses from the 
bathroom. 


“Thanks.” 
“Want to talk about it?” 


Sal shook his head, and took a sip of the water, tilting his neck back so it wouldn’t dribble out 
through the split in his lips. 


“Nothing to talk about.” 
“Okay.” 
“T’m sorry. This trip was supposed to be fun.” 


“Tt was.” And somehow, even though it was not quite 3 am and his fucked-up boyfriend had woken 
him up kicking and screaming, Larry smiled. “Sally Face.” He leaned down, and kissed Sal on the 
top of his head. “Would I lie to you?” 


“No,” Sal admitted. 


“It was the best weekend of my life. And not just because my mom’s finally happy. Because I am 
too.” 


“T am too. I swear.” 


“T believe you.” Larry brushed Sal’s hair out his face, and kissed him again, this time on the 
forehead. “You ready to try to go back to sleep?” 


“T guess.” Sal put the glass on the nightstand, and curled up under the covers while Larry got the 
lights. But as hard as they tried to get back to sleep, neither of them ever did. 
The alarm went off at six, and Sal tossed off the covers, staring up at the blank white hotel ceiling. 


“Rise and shine?” he whispered, hoping Larry was asleep. It didn’t really matter if Sal was out of 
commission today. Larry was the one who had to make the six-hour drive. 


“Ts it morning already?” 

“Yeah. I’m sorry about last night.” 
“Don’t be.” 

Sal yawned, and Larry followed. 
“T need coffee.” 


“Ugh.” Sal laughed, but he sort of wished he could stand the taste of coffee. Or the way it made his 
brain feel like all the pointy bits of it were pricking at his skull. Or, for that matter, that he could 


drink hot drinks without burning himself half the time. 


Okay, so maybe not coffee. But it would be nice to have something to make him feel remotely 
rested right now. 


“T can pack this stuff up, though, if you want to go down to the restaurant?” After keeping Larry up 
all night, it was the least he could do. 


“Would you, man? Thanks.” 

“Anything for you, Larry Face.” 

But it still didn’t feel like enough. 

Two hours later, they were finally on the road, with Sanity’s Fall on the stereo and the salty air still 
streaming through the windows. 

“Kinda hard to believe, isn’t it?” Larry yelled over the music. 

“What is?” Sal yelled back. 

“They’re finally married!” 


“Yeah.” Sal twisted the volume knob to the left, just enough so he didn’t have to shout. “It’s about 
time, though. I’m just glad they’re happy.” 


“It’s a big change, though.” 
“T guess.” 


“T mean... it’s weird for me, too, is what I’m saying.” Larry cleared his throat. “Like, it’s perfect. 
But it’s also like... my dad’s really not coming back.” 


“T’m sorry.” Sal didn’t know what else to say. 


“So... get why you’re having nightmares about your mom. It’s just... change. Everybody gets 
scared when things change.” 


“But this a good change.” 
“Yeah, absolutely. But like... you had nightmares when you started college, too.” 


That was true. But that made more sense. Sal thought he usually did a pretty good job of hiding it, 
but meeting new people, having to explain his face for the ten millionth time... that was 
exhausting. This wasn’t that. But he wasn’t sure if he could explain the difference. 


“Yeah, you’ve got a point.” 


“Just... take care of yourself, dude.” Larry yawned. “Speaking of which, I think I’m just about due 
for another coffee. Let me know if you see a gas station, okay?” 


Ten minutes later, they pulled into the parking lot of an Exxon that definitely looked like it had 
seen better days. “You coming?” Larry nodded toward the building. 


“T’m good.” 


As soon as Larry was out of sight, Sal popped open the glove compartment, and took out the 
envelope he’d put there yesterday morning. 


He shook it, and the key fell into his palm. 
It was supposed to be a gift. Another good change. 
But what kind of gift would living with a freak like Sal be? 


The bell on the door clanged through the open window, and Sal slipped the key back into the 
envelope, which he crammed into the pocket of his hoodie. They still had, what? Like five hours to 
go? He didn’t need to make the decision right away. 


“Last chance, dude,” Larry said. “You sure you don’t want anything?” 

“Thanks. But I’m good for now.” 

Another hour passed. Another, and they stopped for lunch in a wide-spot-in-the-road kind of town. 
The lady at the pizza place kind of looked at Sal funny, but that was pretty much normal by now. 
When they got back in the car, though, Larrry yawned again. “Food coma. Am I right?” 


Sal hadn’t eaten that much—it was kind of hard for him to match other people’s pace, especially 
when he kept his prosthetic on. But he agreed anyway. “Yeah. Total food coma.” 


“You mind if we rest here awhile?” Larry closed his eyes and leaned back against the seat. “Just 
for a few minutes.” 


I’m sorry. 


He didn’t say it, because that would make Larry feel bad, and then he wouldn’t rest when he 
needed it. But it was just another reason not to give him the key. Eating had made Sal feel better, 
not worse. If he could drive... 


Larry. I’m sorry. 


I’m sorry I can’t drive. I’m sorry I kept you up all night. ’'m sorry I fuck up everything we try to 
do. 


Sal closed his eyes as tightly as he could, but it wasn’t enough to keep the tears from flowing. That 
was ugly too. His nose always ran when he cried, and it had nowhere to go, so it streamed down his 
face in ugly, sticky rivers. 


I’m sorry. I’m such a freak. 


He unhooked his prosthetic, and put it on the dashboard, and sopped at his eyes and his nose with 
the sleeve of his hoodie. 


It was stupid. He’d been so stupid to think that Larry would want to live with him, when just being 
with him was one ugly something after another. 


I’m sorry. ’'m sorry. ’m sorry. ’'m sorry. 


“Hey, Sally Face? You okay?” 


“Larry?” 
Fuck. I woke him up again. 
“T’m sorry. You can sleep.” 


“Dude, I’m fine. Look. Good as new. But... you don’t look like you are. Whatever it is, you can 
tell me, okay?” 


Sal wiped at his face again. “It’s stupid.” 
But he took the envelope out of his pocket, and shook they key out onto the palm of his hand. 


“Todd found a house,” he said. “It’s got two bedrooms. One for him and Neil, and... I just thought, 
since Lisa’s moving in and your apartment won’t be free anymore... I was going to ask if you 
wanted to take the other. With me. But... forget it.” 


“Sal.” Larry’s warm hands closed around his, wrapping the key up tight in the middle. “Sally Face. 
My dude. My babe. My... Sally Face! If you’re not ready, and you want to give the key back to 
Todd, then, you know... I'll be a little bummed, but [Il live. But if you think J wanna forget it? I 
don’t. I think it would be awesome to live with you.” 


“But ’'m a mess.” Sal tried to sniff, but his nose didn’t really work that way, and he ended up 
wiping more snot on his sleeve. 


“So? I’m a mess too.” 
“But I can’t even drive.” 


“Hey.” Larry pulled him close in a snotty, teary hug. “I’m not even gonna pretend that I know what 
that has to do with living together. But everybody’s got shit they can’t do. I couldn’t get into 
college, right?” 


“But it’s my fault you couldn’t sleep last night. And now it’s my fault you can’t sleep now .” 
“T slept. ’m good.” 

“But what if every night is like that?” 

“Then [ll sleep when you’re in class. ’ll sleep at work!” 


Sal laughed, and a fresh batch of snot and tears gushed onto Larry’s t-shirt. “Just... don’t get fired, 
okay?” 


“Look,” Larry said. “I know it’s not how this stuff works. That we can’t just get up one day and 
decide to be happy, and smile all the bad shit away. But sometimes I think... like, if I just loved 
you hard enough, then maybe you wouldn’t have to have those nightmares anymore.” 


“You’re right.” Sal let out a deep breath. “That isn’t how it works. But your loving me helps. It 
does.” 


“You help me too, dude. More than you know.” Larry held out his hand. “So do I get to keep the 
key now?” 


Sal sniffed again, and again it didn’t work, and he wasn’t quite sure if he was joking when he said: 
“If you’re sure you want to wake up to this every two in the morning?” 


“Dude.” And as Larry pulled him close, Sal could swear he saw tears in his eyes, too. “There’s 
nothing I’d want to wake up to more.” 
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The Perfect Day 
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The sun was shining. 


Sal squinted just a little as he shifted the last box a little higher on his hip and raised his free hand 
to wave to Larry, who was waiting at the curb. 


“You got Gizmo?” 
“His carrier’s in the back seat.” 


“Well. I guess this is goodbye.” Sal looked back at Addison Apartments with a lot less regret than 
he’d actually expected. They’d spent a lot of good times here. But they’d be back, to visit Dad and 
Lisa, and Chug and Maple and Soda. And it felt right, somehow, to be moving on. 


“Sawy Fawce!” 
“Soda!” 


Sal put the box on the curb and held out his arms to catch the exuberant two year old, as she ran 
into them with enough force to disrupt the orbit of a small moon. 


“Sawy Fawce! You can’t go!” 


“I’m sorry, Soda. I have to. But Uncle Larry and I will be just down the street, and we’ ll come over 
to play all the time.” 


“Pwomise?”’ 
“Promise.” 
Soda pouted. “Okay...” 


“Come on, Soda. Uncle Sal’s very busy today.” Maple called to her daughter from the front 
entrance, but Soda shook her head. 


“No!” 
“What do you say, Soda? You want to ride on my shoulders back to your mom?” 
Soda’s eyes lit up, and this time she nodded. 


“Thank you.” Maple smiled as she scooped Soda back into her own arms. “I’m sorry Chug isn’t 
here to see you off. It won’t be the same without the two of you around.” 


Sal shook his head. “We’ll be back for dinner on Saturday. And if you ever need someone to watch 
Soda...” 


“We’re your dudes!” Larry wrapped an arm around Sal’s shoulder, and kissed him on the top of his 
head. “TI got the car all ready, babe. You want to go up and say bye to your dad?” 


But as if on cue, the elevator dinged, and Dad and Lisa stepped into the lobby. 
“Hey, Dad.” 
“Hey, Sal. Hi, Larry. So, today’s the big day, huh?” 


He squeezed Lisa’s hand, and she beamed. ““We’re so proud of you boys! Here.” She held out a 
bag. “There’s a Tupperware full of lasagna in there, and some snacks to hold you over until you can 
get to the store.” 


“Thanks.” Sal took the bag, and Larry wrapped both their parents in a giant hug. 


“What do you say to a family moving-day photo?” Lisa handed her camera to Maple. “Do you 
mind?” 


“Of course not. Come on, Soda.” But Soda clung to Sal’s leg and refused to budge. 
“Tt’s all right.” Sal picked her up, and swung her onto his shoulders. “Soda’s family too. Right?” 


They took the picture and then, after a little coaxing and the promise of a lollipop, one more 
without Soda. 


“Take care of Larry,” Lisa said, with a kiss on Sal’s cheek. “And Larry, you take good care of 
Sal.” 


Larry gave her an embarrassed smile. “I guess that’s it, then. Goodbye, Addison Apartments!” 
He waved, and Sal laughed and waved too. 


And it was maybe the first time in his life he hadn’t really felt sad to say goodbye. 


“Tt was nice of your mom to give us the car.” 

“T guess she and your dad don’t really need two. Music?” Larry tapped the tape deck. 
“Yeah. Okay.” 

But the angry guitars and screaming vocals felt out of place in the sunshine. 


Today was happy. Today was perfect. And even though Sal knew that all the darknesses that 
haunted him weren’t—probably couldn’t be—healed... today, at least, they felt like they belonged 
to someone else, and that he and Larry, together, could take on the world. 


They didn’t really talk, as they unloaded the last set of boxes. Most of the furniture and stuff was 
already here. Today’s load was just the things they couldn’t have done without in the meantime: 
Gizmo, of course. Sal’s guitar. His medication. One last box of each of their clothes. 


There was a note on the kitchen table from Todd. 
Larry and Sal, 


Welcome home! Neil and I have lab tonight, but we’re up for a little housewarming party tomorrow 
if you are. 


“Looks like it’s just the two of us,” Larry said, and when Gizmo meowed from his carrier: “Three 


of us. Sorry, little dude.” He checked to make sure the front door was closed, and then unzipped 
the carrier so Gizmo could explore his new home. “You want to just hang out, or... I don’t know, 
we could break in the new bed?” 


Sal laughed. “I would love to break in the new bed with you, Larry Face, but we should probably 
get these boxes out of the living room first.” 


“So, what? Living with you means I’ve got to be a responsible adult now?” Larry grumbled, but the 
smile on his face told Sal he didn’t really mind. 
“Hey, Sally Face. These are your drawers, right?” 


Sal glanced up from the box of guitar pedals he’d been organizing. “Well, last I checked I’m the 
only one in this house who needs a badass collection of glass eyes.” 


Larry laughed. “You are pretty badass, but last / checked, these were my sweats.” 
“Hey. Those are my favorite pajamas!” 


“T’m taking them back!” Larry jumped up, hugging the sweats to his chest, and Sal tackled him, 
pulling them both to the bed. 


“What’ll you give me for them?” Larry half-whispered in Sal’s ear. 
“T dunno. What do you want?” 


“Hmmmm....” Larry brushed Sal’s hair from his shoulder, and let the sweats fall to the bed beside 
them. “I can think of a few things.” 


“Like...?” Sal knew what he meant, but he wanted to hear him say it. 


“Like this?” Larry pulled him close, and his tongue flicked over Sal’s ear, caressing the skin 
around his piercings and making him shudder. 


“You know I won’t last five minutes if you do that.” 
“That’s kinda the idea.” 
Sal hadn’t really meant to nap after sex, but now that he was here he didn’t want to end it. Larry’s 


arm was wrapped around him like a weighted blanket, and Sal pressed his prosthetic cheek against 
Larry’s shoulder. 


“Hey, dude,” Larry whispered. “You awake?” 
“Hmmm. That depends on why you’re asking.” 


Sal turned his head. He couldn’t really see much of the room from where he was, but what he could 
see was still decidedly messy. 


“We didn’t get much unpacking done.” 
“You want to finish?” 


“Maybe just the important stuff tonight,” Sal said, but he didn’t move, and neither did Larry. 


“T’m fucking starving.” 

And now that Larry had mentioned it, Sal was too. “Sex can do that. Wanna heat up the lasagna?” 
“Yeah.” 

But neither of them moved. 


“Okay,” Sal said. “How about this? I'll heat up the lasagna, and you can make us a—a picnic. On 
the floor.” 


“A picnic, huh?” 


It was just a word. But Sal didn’t know if he’d said it, or even thought it, since that picnic. And 
now... it was a good thing. A fun thing, after all. 


“Yeah.” Sal smiled. “I mean, we’ll probably end up eating with Todd and Neil when they’re here. 
But tonight, I kinda think I want it to be just us.” 


“You got it, Sally Face. One picnic for two.” 


Larry let Sal use the beanbag chair, and made a pile of pillows for himself on the floor. And if the 
cardboard box they used as a table bent a little under the weight of Lisa’s lasagna, it didn’t take too 
long for them to lighten it. 


Larry talked, about work and music and nothing, and Sal mostly listened, and ate as much as he 
wanted, because Larry didn’t care if he was slow. 


And they laughed. Sal wouldn't remember what about, later, but he'd remember that Larry gave 
him a hit off his joint, and that he coughed, and Larry laughed, and then Sal ended up laughing too. 


"I've got class tomorrow," he finally said, even though he didn’t want the day to end. "And I should 
probably take a shower before Todd and Neil get home." 


“Want me to join you?” 
“Tt’?s a shower, Larry.” 
“Doesn’t have to be just a shower.” 


And Sal laughed again. He couldn’t remember if it had ever felt this way, being with Larry. They 
were always happy together, but this was... free. He could’ve gotten into bed again, could’ ve done 
anything Larry asked. There was nothing in his brain telling him no. 


And he didn’t dare to hope, but some little voice in his head said, Maybe it’ll be like this, from now 
on. 


“Fine.” Sal shook his head. “But I really do need to shower.” 


Shower sex, like prom and weed and coffee, wasn’t nearly as good, Sal had learned, as TV made 
you think. But he did like the way it felt when Larry stood behind him, his cock hardening against 
Sal’s back as he washed his hair and massaged his shoulders, and made every inch of his body feel 
perfect and loved. 


“Okay,” he said. “I think I’m clean. Now it’s your turn.” And he stood on his toes to wash Larry’s 
hair and body in return. 


They didn’t kiss much. Sal’s mouth was a wreck, and his hands—schooled on guitar strings and 
Ash’s painting lessons—were much better at letting Larry feel what he needed to feel. 


But when Larry bent to kiss him under the stream of the water, Sal let him. And maybe it wasn’t 
perfect, but it was good all the same. 


The towels were new and soft, and the bed had been broken in perfectly. And Sal’s hard-won 
pajamas and Larry’s clean boxers ended up in a pile on the floor. 


And they loved. And they slept—this time until morning. 


And for the first time in almost as long as he could remember, Sal dreamt of absolutely nothing at 
all. 
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stuff as I did so... I guess I shouldn't apologize and should just be happy with writing 
the level of steam that *I* like to write? XD 


I definitely think I'm better at writing angst than happiness, but I figured these poor 
boys deserved at least one perfect day. <3 


Oh, and I don't know if weighted blankets existed in... 1996 or so, by now? But if they 
did, I figure Sal definitely had one, and that Larry's arm definitely fulfilled the same 


purpose. 


One more to go. I'm sorry in advance. :P 


Peripheral Vision 


Chapter Notes 


***PT EASE check the new tags! And if you or anyone you know is experiencing 
suicidal thoughts, please Google a helpline in your country and get help. You matter. 
Thanks.*** 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Larry?” 

The house was dark. 

“Hey, Larry?” 

“Meow.” 

“Hey, Gizmo.” Sal bent down to scratch the cat under his chin. “Are you home all alone?” 


He glanced at the calendar by the fridge. Neil work , it said. Sal therapy. He was pretty sure Todd 
was at school. 


“Larry?” he called again. No answer. “Maybe he went to the store.” 
“Meow.” 


Sal couldn’t remember if Larry had said anything about his plans that morning. Sometimes, like 
today, when his brain was all over the place, his memory felt like tattered cloth—all full of aimless 
threads and threadless holes. 


“Meow.” Gizmo rubbed against his legs. 
“Did Larry forget to feed you?” 


Had he asked Larry to feed Gizmo? It definitely felt like he was forgetting something , but Gizmo’s 
food and water bowls were both full. 


Or maybe he was just feeling weird, like he did sometimes after therapy. Maybe he just needed to 
sit down with his guitar or a video game, and try to focus on something simple for a while. 


“Meow.” 


Sal looked out the window. The car was gone; he probably should’ ve noticed that from the start. 
Maybe Larry’d been called into work, or he went over to see Dad and Lisa. There wasn’t any 
reason to think that something was wrong. 


But now that the idea was in his head, it dug in its claws and wouldn’t let go. 
“Meow!” 


“Okay. Yeah. You’re right. I'll text him. I’m sure he’s on his way home.” 


Sal’s phone was off. That was one of Dr. Park’s rules—no phone during their sessions, not even if 
he put it on silent mode. Maybe Larry had said where he was going. Maybe he’d just forgotten the 
rule. 


The battery only had one bar left, and for a very long second after it finally came on, the network 
service had none. 


“Come on,” Sal whispered, and when the network antenna appeared. “Okay, better.” 
And then, as if on cue, his phone buzzed. 

“Larry.” He let out a sigh of relief. “It’s from Larry.” 

But when he opened the text, his blood ran cold. 

sal. im sry dude. pls dont blame urself 

Sal jammed the reply button. 

sry 4 wat? wat r u talking about? 


But something sharp and icy had it’s fingers on his heart. “Larry,” he whispered. “Come on, Larry. 
No.” 


its time for me to go 


Sal punched the call button so hard it made his thumb hurt, and his hand shook as he held the 
phone to his ear. 


I’m sorry. I'm sorry. 

Whatever it is, I'll make it right. 
Larry... Larry, just please be okay. 
It rang. 

It rang and it rang. 

It rang and rang and rang and rang. 
And Sal, in a cold panic, ran. 


He ran until his lungs burned and his legs were like rubber, and the holes in his brain were still 
fighting to close. 


“You got school today?” 

“Yeah. And therapy after.” 

“Guess it’s my turn to make dinner, then.” 
That was it. That was all he could remember. 
I don’t understand, Larry. Why? 


He didn't know why. He thought he knew where, though. 


And there it was—Lisa’s car. Larry’s car. Their car, parked right outside Addison Apartments. 


Sal didn’t know how his lungs kept going, how he managed to make it to the door. “Help,” he 
gasped. “Mr. Addison? Mrs. Gibson? It’s Sal. Isn’t anyone home?” 


But he didn’t have time. He didn’t know what Larry had tried to do, didn’t know if there was still 
time to stop it. But he couldn’t just stand here waiting for an answer. He ran right back out the 
door, and around back to Larry’s treehouse. The only place he could think of that would mean 
more to Larry than their home. 


Larry was there. He had to be there. “Larry! Larry, ’'m coming.” Sal wasn’t even sure if he was 
shouting the words aloud or in his head. 


Is this how Dad felt, when he heard Mom scream? When he heard that gunshot? ...when he saw 
me? Like the entire world was ending in slow motion, and he had no choice but to watch it— 


“Larry!” 
He was there. 


He lay flat on his back on the floor of the treehouse, and Sal couldn’t tell if he was breathing. 
“Larry. Larry.” Sal shook his shoulders. “Come on, Larry. What did you do?” 


He was perfect. No blood. No mangled face. Nothing at all to say he wasn’t sleeping. 


But then his fingers fell open, and the little orange bottle rolled across the floor and hit Sal’s 
sneaker. 


Sal Fisher 

Take one per day, at mealtime. 

“No...” He meant to scream, but it came out a moan. 

Larry, you don’t get to do this. You don’t get to give up. You don’t get to leave me. 
And then, again. Why didn’t I know? 


They’d learned CPR at school once, but Sal hadn’t had to take it. He’d have had to take off his 
mask to do mouth-to-mouth. But he’d watched the others, and he’d seen it on TV, and if he didn’t 
try, no one else would. 


“Larry,” he whispered. “Hang on. I’m coming.” 


He tore the prosthetic from his face so hard he accidentally threw it, and barely even flinched when 
he heard it crack against the wall. 


And then his lips were on Larry’s, not out of love or out of passion, but of a desperate need to keep 
him in this world. Breathe in. Breathe out. Was it two breaths or four? And how could he mimic a 
heartbeat with his hands when his own heart was on speed metal time? 


If you do it right, the teacher had said, you’ll probably break a few ribs. 


Ribs would heal, though, and a world without Larry in it wouldn’t. But as soon as Sal put his 
terrified hands over Larry’s heart, Larry gasped, and somehow... somehow somehow somehow, 
took a jagged breath on his own. 


“Urgh...” 
“Larry, I’ve got you. Please, Larry. Hold on.” 


Sal reached for his phone. He had to call an ambulance, had to get Larry to someone who knew 
how to take care of him for good. 


“No... no.” He kept pushing the button. But the screen stayed dark. The battery was dead. 
“Larry? Where’s your phone, Larry? Come on, you’ ve got to tell me. Mine’s dead.” 
But if Larry heard, he was too far gone to reply. 


Sal dug his hands into Larry’s pockets and pulled out another bottle of pills and the car keys. But 
nothing he could use to call 911. 


“Okay. Okay. I'll get you out of here somehow. Larry, if you can hear me, you’ ve got to hold on.” 
“Urgh...” 

Larry turned his head, and said something that might’ ve been “Sally” or “sorry.” 

And then he reached up, and grabbed Sal’s hoodie by the sleeve. 

That gave Sal an idea. “Larry. Can you hold on to me?” 

Larry didn’t answer. 


“You have to try, okay? We have to get you to a hospital. Please. Larry.” His voice cracked. “You 
can’t go.” 


Sal took Larry’s hands and, with all his strength, dragged him to the treehouse entrance. It had 
never seemed all that high when they were climbing. But now it seemed a very long fall. 


“Can you hear me? Larry?” 

“Urgh...” 

“T’m gonna carry you.” 

Let’s just forget you’re twice my size. 

“You’ve got to hang on, okay? Hold on to my shoulders.” 

Sal kneeled, and wrapped Larry’s arms around his neck. And somehow, somehow, Larry held on. 
Sal would never be sure how he made it to the ground, how he somehow dragged Larry to the curb. 
“Help!” he cried, to the building. The world. “Please. Anyone. Call 911.” 

But the building, and the world, didn’t reply. 

“Larry? Larry, can you hear me?” 


But Larry had closed his eyes again, and his breathing was rough and shallow. Sal wasn't an expert, 
but if he had to make a guess, he didn’t think they had a lot of time. 


What did he have? A dead phone, an empty pill case. An unconscious boyfriend. The car keys. The 
car. 


No license. One eye. No peripheral vision. 
No face. 


No prosthetic. 








No time. 


"Okay," he breathed. "Okay, okay. I can do this. I have to do this. Come on Larry, I've got to get 
you in the car." 


He opened the back door, crawled onto the seat, and dragged Larry up by his shoulders. With a 
strength he didn't have, that he was definitely going to feel tomorrow. But Larry could have it. 
Larry could have it all. 


He closed the door, climbed into the driver's seat. His feet wouldn't reach the pedals. What did 
Larry do, after his mom had used the car? There was a lever here, right, that would move the seat? 


Okay, he told himself, as the seat slid forward. Now which one's the pedal, and which one's the 
brake? 


He had watched Larry do this hundreds of times, but he'd never really thought about what he was 
doing. D was for drive, he knew that much, and the pedals only took a little trial and error. And Sal 
knew exactly where the hospital was, because he took the bus there every week. 


Someone honked, and a car swerved out and around him, racing down the road at twice his speed. 
Sal twisted his head from left to right. He couldn't see it all at once, but he could see. And all he 
had to do was turn here. Then here. Then merge right, in one terrifying free-fall twist of the 
steering wheel, into god-knows-what in the other lane. And then somehow somehow somehow he 
was there. 


EMERGENCY 

He turned again, at the red and white sign, and a security guard rushed out, waving her arms. 
"Please!" Sal slammed on the brakes and shifted the gear up to P. "You have to help him!" 

The guard yelled something, and Sal opened the door so he could hear her. 

"You can't park here. This is the ambulance entrance. ...Oh my god, what happened to your face?" 
Once they’d figured out that Sal wasn’t the patient, they let him sit in Dr. Park's office, and gave 


him a surgical mask that, together with his bangs, covered the worst of his scars. He'd probably be 
in trouble later, for driving without a license, but for now, they said, he'd made it just in time. 


"He'll be fine," the ER doctor said. "At least, physically. But we'll have to keep him here for a 48- 
hour psych watch." 


Sal just nodded. Now that whatever had given him the strength to get Larry here had faded, he just 
wanted to know how... how he couldn't have known. 


"A lot of times, there isn't any warning," said the on-call psychiatrist. "Sal? You did everything you 


could." 


"I just don't get it," he said. "Larry was always so happy. I was supposed to be the one with the 
screwed-up head." 


Dad and Lisa, who had apparently been out to dinner when it all happened, showed up that night 
with flowers and Sal's prosthetic, held together with superglue and tape the best they could. 


"We'll get it fixed up for real as soon as we can, bud," his dad said. "Let us know if there's 
anything we can do." 


But Sal didn't know that anything could fix this. Larry was the one who had always fixed 
everything before. 


He slept on Dr. Park's couch, and when her first appointment showed up in the morning, dragged 
his aching body to the cafeteria and pretended to drink the same lukewarm smoothie for an hour. 


"Sal Fisher?" 
It was a doctor he'd never seen before. 
"Mr. Johnson can have visitors now. That is, if you’re ready.” 


“Okay.” 


"Sally Face." 
"Larry Face." He couldn't even smile when he said it. 
“Speaking of faces, what happened to yours?” 


Sal reached up, and let his fingers rest on the adhesive tape. “I broke it,” he admitted. “Trying to 
give you mouth-to-mouth that you probably didn’t need.” 


“Sally Face... You broke your face for me.” 

“T feel like I broke every bone in my body. But I’m just glad you’re here. How are you feeling?” 
"Better. Thanks to you." 

"That's good." 

And then, before Sal could ask, Larry said, "I don't... I don’t know why I did it." 


“T know.” Sal brushed the hair out of Larry’s face, and let his fingers trace his warm and prickly 
chin. He didn't always know why, either. Sometimes bad things happened that made him feel 
shitty, but sometimes the darkness just happened . And some days were fine. And some days were 
great. And there wasn't always a why for any of it. 


"I wish you'd told me. If you were... feeling bad, you know." 
"I don't think I really even knew. But... maybe it’s been there for awhile.” 
Sal nodded, and held Larry’s hand so tight that he wasn’t even sure whose fingers were whose. 


Larry cracked a weak smile. "They say you saved me." 


Sal shook his head. "You can thank the doctors for that." 
"Thank you, man. I mean it. I didn't really want it to be over." 
"I know. I just..." 

"Keep blaming yourself?" 


Yes, Sal thought. But he couldn't say it. They were my pills. I'm the one who let my phone die. And 
I'm the one... I'm the mess you have to live with. 


“Well, don’t,” Larry said. “I mean, I know sometimes you can’t help it. But you’re not the reason I 
did it. You’re the reason I’m here.” 


“You’re the reason I’m here, too, Larry. I hope you know that.” 


Larry closed his eyes, and held Sal’s hand against his heart. “I can’t always believe it. But yeah. I 
do.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Soooo.... here we are at the end. Thank you to everyone who has read this far and who 
have cheered me on through comments and kudos. 


This chapter obviously has quite a bit of medical stuff, and like with most of my fics, I 
did some SUPER basic Google-based research, but I'm definitely not an expert, so 
please don't take any of this for fact. I should also mention that many people drive 
very well with monocular vision... Sal's mostly a terrible driver here because he never 
learned, for reasons explained in Chapter 1, and that obviously shouldn't reflect on 
actual people whose actual experiences are very different. 


I don't think I really set out to make this a Giant Thing About Mental Health, but I 
guess it turned out that way. Please do take care of yourself if your brain ever feels 
like it's working against you. <3 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


